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•but have heard from nobody since, and begin to think myself forgotten. It is true, I scut you a double letter1, and you may fear an expensive correspondent; but I would have taken it kindly, if •you had returned it treble : and what is a double letter to a fctty king, that having fellowship and fines, can sleep without a Modus in his //cad-?
' Dear Mr. Warton, let me hear from you, and tell me .something, I care not what, so I hear it but from you. Something I will tull you :—I hope to see my Dictionary bound and lettered, next week j— vastd molti supcrliits. And I have a great mind to come to Oxford at Easter; but you will not invite me. Shall I come uninvited, or stay here where nobody perhaps would miss me if I went? A hard choice I But such is the world to, dear Sir,
'Your, &c.
' SAM. JOHNSON.' '[London] March 20, 1755.'
To THE SAME. ' D.KAR SIR,
' Though not to write, when a man can write so well, is an offence sufficiently heinous, yet I shall pass it by. I am very glad that the Vice-Chancellor was pleased with my note. I shall impatiently expect you at London, that we may consider what to do next. I intend in the winter to open a JUbliathctjttc, and remember, that you are to subscribe a sheet a year; let ns try, likewise, if we cannot persuade your brother to subscribe another. My book is now coming in Imninis was*. .What will be its fate I know not, nor think much, because thinking is to no purpose. It must stand the censure of the great vulgar and
1 A single letter was a single piece of paper; a second pica: of paper, however small, or any inclnsurc constituted a double letter; it was not the .habit to prepay the postage, The charge for a single letter to Oxford at this lime was three-pence, which was gradually increased till in 1812 it was eight-pence. Penny Cyclo, xviii. 455.
a ' The words in Italicks arc allusions to passages in Mr. Warton's poem, called The Progress of Discontent, now lately published.' WAR-
'And now intent on new designs,
Sighs for a fellowship—and fines.
#       *       #       *       *       *
These   fellowships   are   pretty
things,
We live indeed like petty kings. ******
And ev'ry night I went to bed, Without a Modus in my head.' War Ion's J'oews, ii. 192.
For modus and fines sec post, April
25, 1778. false and sc'an-with his own. BOSWELL.                     dalous, published in a famous Uni-
